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Summary: A changed humanity went into hibernation, having fallen pray 
to its own nature. Now, stronger than ever, they have finally awaken 
and shall rewrite the world. Why? Cause now, the Galactic Government 
has to make a choice. Shall they be 'perfected' at the hands of the 
Humans, or exterminated at the hands of the Reapers? References to 
Warframe. Plot summary posted. 


1. Trailers and Explanations 

**A/N: I put all of the trailers together for a shorter chapter. 

Yay ! ** 

**Response to Primordial Soul: Wow. That was the most informative 
review I've ever gotten. THANK YOU! I don't really understand some of 
it, though. ** 

**Point (because I can't make normal points) : You don't have to care 
about the Turians, or at least those Turians (even if this story will 
be Turian-centric) . The prologue is just like a 'super obvious hint' 
about what's to come, (not sure if doing it is the right thing, 
though) ** 

**Point: I don't get it. One sided conflict? They were just caught 
with complete surprise. If they didn't, they would have just blasted 
the cruiser to oblivion (why? Well, were do you think the creatures 
came from? And, if you tell me that it was impossible to be so fast, 

I shall respond that *word deleted* had over ^number deleted* years 
to invent a teleporter!) . After all, destroying an infection before 
it can propagate is classic protocol.** 

**Point: The protagonist hasn't even being shown once yet (except in 
the Trailer: Assimilation) .** 

**Point: Yeah, I agree, FTM is pretty good. Reviews do tell 
somethings . * * 



**Point: Suspense and Mystery? Then, I shall rewrite the 
prologue ! * * 

**Point: SHOW don't TELL. I understand the concept but not really 
exactly _how_ to use it.** 

**Response to Gir240: I love it too! I have a Rhino and the new 
one** 

Trailer 

Not many kings stayed as king for their whole life, before they got 
assassinated. Only the few, the mighty, have survived and died from 
natural causes. 

But, none has survived the might of Mother Nature. 

Fewer, have survived the laws of evolution. 

The reapers may not be organic, but Darwin will haunt them forever 
until their demise. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The might of the UNSC was unf orgivingly strong and supreme. From 
the starts of the humans to the middle of the Covenant-Human war and 
to the end of Forerunner-Universe war, the men and women bred for war 
stood tall and powerful. Their enemies fell one after the other, and 
destroyers were destroyed one after the other. <p> 

But like other things, they met their demise. To this day, no one 
even remembers them. No one even knows that the greatest threat to 
the most dangerous non-organic race had ever existed. After all, its 
ashes to ashes like everyone else. 

Nothing is eternal. 

Changes change. 

Death kills. 

Buta€ | 

Everything, can rise back up. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>SOLAR SYSTEM_<p> 

EARTH_ 

RUINS OF THE NARVAYA INCIDENT_ 

It was deadly cold. The wind blew snow across the dead wasteland, 
while the cold froze up even the oxygen. The sky was ghostly white, 
only lit up by random fires that started with no reason. Even after 
centomillennia after the Great Termination, fallout and other hazards 
still littered the ground, waiting for Mother Nature to reignite 
them . 



There was also no sun in the sky. 


But beneath all that destruction, lay a base and shelter that 
survived rust. Survived the explosion equalling to a quadrillion 
nuclear bombs. Survived the heat that followed. Survived 
nature . 

Everything was made out of metal down there. Specially treated steel 
appeared in every corner, every space. The whole architecture was 
very blocky and jaggy. Deactivated turrets and holograms were sitting 
on every wall and ceiling, waiting for the shock that will reactivate 
them . 

"Power gathering complete." 

"Sending EMP . " 

With a flash of electricity, so strong that it created a visible 
expanding sphere, everything whirred into life. 

That included the red optics that suddenly opened and started glowing 
into the dark. It focused onto the dimly lit wall. After all, the 
dead didn't need light to see. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span>Trailer : Discoveries<span> 

The Salarians were always a rational specie. Using their brain power, 
they were able to advance in technology at an alarming rate. Even 
today, they span hundreds of systems and form the backbone of the R&D 
departments . 

In wars, these reptiles were somehow always the first to strike, 
ending the war tactically before it went too far. It was seemingly 
always mind over matter. 

STG. Special Tasks Group. They were spies and assassins, the spectres 
of the Salarian intelligence department. These men and women are 
everywhere, gathering info and research to keep the galaxy and their 
own from certain doom and ends. One of these groups was patrolling a 
lost district, one that was almost unreachable by any mass relays 
(instant transportation technology that was not created by any specie 
still alive and well at that time) . They had detected sudden spikes 
of energy, some that may be signs of new undiscovered specie. 

Their ship was some sort of stealth ship. It was small, manoeuvrable 
and equipped extremely lightly, with only one point defense cannon. 
They were busy with light conversation, making hypothesis about the 
reasons behind the spikes. 

The one in the co-pilot seat started to converse. "New specie might 
be problematic. New technology may come. May un-stabilize Asari 
economy. Already weak. Don't need more problems." The one piloting 
the ship shook his head. He was dressed in a gray skin tight suit and 
only protected against vacuum. That advantage was removed by the fact 
that he was not wearing his helmet. 

"Possibility: less advanced. If not, would have discovered 



before . 


Another one, sitting behind the pilot, added his thoughts into the 
fray. "Energy spike has interesting signs. Start-up energy pulse? 
Electrical-magnetic pulse? MaybeaC i " The scientist, sitting behind 
the co-pilot, looked through the initial scans. 

"Sorry for interrupting. But, energy was unstable when detected. 

Signs of contamination." 

"Negative. The electrons seemed to be different. Not normal. New 
particle? If affirmative, would revolutionize scien-" 

WhirrraC | 

The four organics blinked in surprise as all of their systems shut 
down. The pilot immediately started trying to reactivate systems, but 
no avail. Their drive core was dead. Because of that, he had to start 
the backup generator. The emergency lights blinked on and core 
systems also shone into life. 

"Warning. Element zero storage system empty. Warning." A female 
mechanical voice sounded from the speakers on both sides of the 
cockpit . 

"Status, operative Arolor?" 

"No breach in fuel tanks. All systems at 100%. Fuel disappeared." 
Almost everyone was confused. They did use a lot of element zero on 
their way here, by traveling a crap lot of distance, but they were 
supposed to have three quarters left. It couldn't have just suddenly 
transformed into air! 

"Attention! Gadriel, look!" 

In front of them, was the ghostly form of a structure. It was blocky 
and gray, floating in space and devoid of any sign of life. The paint 
on the exterior seems to be turning into flakes and drifting into the 
coldness of outer space. Everyone on the ship was bewildered, as it 
wasn't the architecture that was surprising them. Quickly running 
scans, they found that this was around 40 000 km across. It meant 
that it was almost as large as an average gas giant ! 

"Arolor! Bank. Bank!" A huge chunk of dead electronic was hurdling 
towards them, from the bottom left of the ship. Sadly, with only half 
power and no way of propulsion, they couldn't do anything. That also 
means that they were pleasantly surprised when the thing went 
_through_ them without causing any damage. They, literally, for some 
time, was able to see the inside and composition when they were 
'inside' the thing. 

The half dead reconnaissance ship lay there, floating, with everyone 
inside dazed from confusion. 

"Sir." The scientist was facing the captain. 

"Speak your mind." 

"Sir, have you ever heard of the _multiple dimensions theory_?" The 
other three occupants asked him to continue with their gaze. "It was 



a theory developed by an Asari. Theory was describing the possibility 
of multiple dimensions, the differences between them, and how to 
travel across them. Was rejected after the multiverse theory was 
approved. But, truth? Hypothesis: object in a different 
dimension . 

Reason for sudden evaporation of all eezo: different laws in 'the 
No-Man's Zone'. Element Zero turns into 'nothing', or pure chaotic 
energy. NMZ is space between dimensions. Our location: NMZ . 
Unidentified objet is in another dimension, an anchored one. Reason 
why we can see it? Light can travel between anchored dimensions. 
Anchored dimensions: a dimension locked into another one by 
artificial means/by an organic or a non-organic specie. Not possible 
naturally . 

Multiple dimensions theory fixed the problem of dark matter." He 
started to ramble, but the captain stopped him. 

The captain tried to sum it up. "Meaning: a specie developed 
technology to travel between dimensions, to safeguard structures. 
Specie type: Extremely intelligent." He looked at the language 
written on the surface. ( "RAINION . SHIELD WORD. UNSC") "Not Prothean. 
Style & language incorrect." 

Sadly, the team couldn't find a way out with any kind of working 
engine. What they didn't know, was that rescue was actually coming. 
Why? 

If even one of them thought to try to search for artificial or frozen 
life signatures, they would have found that the structure was slowly 
' defrosting ' . 

The year was 2181. Two years before IT started. Two years before 
chaos. Two years before the beginning of the end. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span>Trailer: Assimilat ion<span> 

"Revoke the frailties of your flesh. Join us, and immortality will be 
your ally . " 

It echoed through her brain, bypassing her ears and shaking through 
every nerve. The same nerves that were so nervous that the darkness 
around her didn't add to her state one bit. 

"Un-burden yourself from this mortal coil, Shepard. Come to 


Every cell of her Turian physique seems to be attracted to the idea, 
but every single _strand _of her logic told her otherwise. 

"We are the vessels through which perfection is achieved. The 
converters of mortals in this realm. Do not oppose us." 

Her bleeding, kneeling form shook. No one was around to see it. No 
one truly alive. 


"Assimilate, Jane. For you are needed for your specie's future 
survival . " 



Sweat glistened on her perfectly plated body. Grotesque tentacles 
weaved around her, almost comforting if they weren't radiating so 
much 'evil' that her face paint was going to melt. She felt almost 
naked, covered with what was left of her blue and white armor. 

"We are countless. Stop your resistance. Many have achieved 
perfection already. Do not deny your nature." 

Her blue eyes were unfocused as her brain worked hard for a chance to 
escape . 

"We can Flood every planet we step on. We can Infest the darkness 
just to save the light. We can Resurrect the dead to protect the 
living. We can Harvest fire to create righteous flames to burn our 
enemies in pain for their sins. We can Salvage liquids to create life 
water, to heal beings from the most mortal of wounds. We can Solidify 
elements right in the air, stopping foes from denying their 
salvation. We Control all matter, and all energy is our slave. Not 
even the Reapers can scratch us." 

The woman's will was crumbling. She put up another imaginary mental 
shield, even if _she_ knew it was futile. 

"We embrace you, so why must you reject us?" 

Something literally pierced into her. Her soul-piercing scream was 
heard by no living being. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Now, the explanations : <strong> 

* * *SPOILER ALERT (don't like don't read)*** 

**Keywords in Trailer: Assimilation:** 

i**Fiood' is supposed to point towards Halo Flood.** 

'**Infest' is supposed to hint about some kind of 
infection . * * 

' **Resurect ' is supposed to point at why Humans have been inactive 
for so long (in this story, Shanxi is supposed to be 
abandoned) . * * 

' **Harvest ' is supposed to point at the Reapers.** 

'**Salvage' is supposed to hint a * *_* *very* *_* * teeny bit at what 
happened to the humans.** 

'**Solidify' is supposed to hint at the will of the 
Humans . * * 

'**Control' is supposed to have something to do with the Gravemind 
(Flood) . ** 

' * *Reapers ' a€ | wella€| I think you guys can figure that 
out . ** 



**Plus, because the Humans are technically not the good guy this 
time, Shepard is a Turian. Why is she still a 'Shepard'? Well, I 
don't know how Turian names work so I have to use Shepard (someone! 
Please help me!) . Plus, if I used another name, people won't 
understand this other hint that I'm not going to mention.** 

**Now, for Trailer: Discoveries:** 

**Humans, at the end of the Covenant-Human war, had just started to 
discover and recreate Forerunner technology, which includes Shield 
Worlds and dimensional portals/shields/spheres. THIS MEANS THAT 
EITHER IT'S BEING A LONG TIME SINCE THE DISAPEARENCE OF THE HUMANS 
(BECAUSE IT WOULD TAKE TIME FOR THE HUMANS TO UTILISE FORERUNNER TECH 
THEN DIE OFF) , THEY ARE STILL ALIVE AND ELSEWHERE OR SOMETHING ELSE 
HAPPENED . ** 

**Now, for the first Trailer:** 

**It talks about a war, an explosion even bigger than a supernova and 
something restarting. The war is actually not how the Humans ended, 
but how it started the end. The explosion (people are like noooo~ its 
impossible) is actually a *beep* black hole collapsing on itself than 
re-expanding (don't ask me what the heck I just talked about, has 
something to do with so much mass that it created a 'second' big bang 
or some junk like that) . How the shelter survived? That ' sa€ | a SECRET 
(some reader face-fault) ! Now, some people are really confused at the 
'systems restart' part. Is it an AI? No. That was Human. Why is it 
'dead' but still alive? No going to tell you yet but you guys can 
probably guess already (AIs don't 'die', their program terminates and 
can be restarted if it's not deleted) .** 

***Spoiler end*** 

* * *SPOILER X SPOILER TO THE POWER OF GOOGOL (VERY good idea to not 
read) *** 

**The war was actually a war to determine the future of Humans, and 
the Infection-lovers won. After that, they literally took over the 
galaxy and ran out of food (idiots [believe it or not, the takeover 
was done in less than 1 min.]) . Because of that, they went into 
hibernation . * * 

**I don't care if this spoiler is very vague.** 

*** SPOILER X SPOILER TO THE POWER OF GOOGOL end*** 

**0h, and once again, the ship and stuff will be named what it was 
like in Mass Effect again. There will still be changes, 
though . * * 

**Most of the names were created with this Mass Effect Name Generator 
that I found online. It was made by Lordess-Alicia on Deviant Art and 
here's a not-so-working-well link: 

**art/Mass-Ef fect-Name-Generator-367877785** . Armed with this 
paragraph, I hope I don't get sued.** 


2 . Prologue 


**A/N: I don't own Warframe, Halo or Mass effect. 


* * 



**This chapter has also been rewritten.** 


* * 


* 


><p><span>Prologue<span> 

It was the seventh time the Turian communications operator tried to 
hail the derelict ship. His grey, armored body still shook in his 
seat, scared by his own imagination. The few visible plates of 
organic armor on his face were quivering in fright, something that 
would be frowned upon by the many leaders of the Turian military. 

Then again, they weren't trained to deal with these kinds of 
situations . 

A Turian hardened by seven different wars. Shaking. 

The situation, in reality, was quite nerve wracking, not because of 
the fearsome silence, but because it was quite similar to what 
happened at the very start of the Rachni wars. 

A few hours ago, they had noticed that Relay 314 was having signs of 
activating. A cruiser on patrol went to investigate and now, here it 
is, floating in space and not responding even if it was completely 
untouched. No forced boarding scratches. No ship logs with any hints 
about what happened. Not even scans of the software in the spacecraft 
revealed anything abnormal. Wella€| actually, some of the video files 
are quite disturbing but that was all. However, they didn't know if 
the cruiser actually passed through the transport relay or not, or if 
someone had passed through it. Their ship didn't have any of those 
scanners arrays. Though, if something did, than it was quite possible 
that they went back to their side of the galaxy by now. 

"Sir. What do we do?" The un-named lizard-like alien had already 
turned to face a few of his co-workers and his superior, all crowded 
behind him, leaving the less important work stations abandoned. Then 
again, the situation was quite bizarre. 

'Sir' thought for a second. "Boarding it will not be quite a good 
option. The Rachni wars proved that quite well." Everybody within 
hearing range shuddered. Bugs with queens that can spawn an ocean of 
evil killing creatures? Not something they want again. Their natural 
armor plates covering them from head to toe was supposed to counter 
radiation from the sun on their home planet, not man-eating acids and 
super-sharp claws! He seemed to have decided. "Let's report this 
toa€ | " 

"Officer on deck!" Someone cried out. 

Everyone snapped salutes. "Lieutenant Actdros. Leave this to me." 
Another man in a much decorated grey uniform, the Captain, had walked 
over to their general area, which was the Bridge. This vast area is 
sort of the control center of the whole spacecraft, located on the 
front. Pilots, radar, map room and all other navigation and command 
related things were all located here. On top of that, the architect 
of this technological marvel changed the lighting a bit. Now, all of 
the instrument panels and holograms had this eerie orange glow. The 
whole deck was also illuminated with a dark red light, putting many 
people on high alert. The fact that the lighting was replaced to save 
power had absolutely nothing to do with this, of course. 



This ship was a beast of a battle cruiser. It was fit with state of 
the art systems, equipped with the best weapons of that time and flew 
with one of the best Turian crew of the Galaxy. Its form was nice and 
slick, mostly flattened with it's very thin and short 'wings' on each 
side, fit on a part that was nearing the back. While the outside 
black, white and orange plating almost seemed continuousness, it 
ended at one point very abruptly. The front looked a bit like a 
flattened and cut-up barrel of a gun, while on top, was two very boxy 
but thin looking fins, both pointing upwards. The back imitated 
solidified flames, almost seeming like waste coming from the back 
engine . 

"What's the situation?" His authoritative voice snapped everyone back 
into action. Many men and women ran back to their seats and restarted 
working . 

"Sir. We have located the missing cruiser. The problem is that it has 
not responded to any of our calls." The comms officer responded 
first . 

"We have already run scans for life signs. There is none. There is 
also absolutely no heat other than the reactor and life support 
system." One of the Turians with purple facepaint responded. 

More reports were given and all of them quite abnormal. But, just as 
the Captain of the battle cruiser was going to order silence and to 
think about the situation, something very important was done. 

"Sir. We have finally been able to unscramble a few of the video 
files." The obvious leader of the spacecraft walk over to the tech's 
station. He looked over the man's shoulder and onto the 
screen . 

"Play all of them." The simple order was responded with a simple 
flick . 

A holographic display opened up and one of the silent cruiser's many 
security cameras' recording started playing. 

It seemed that this certain one overlooked the sleeping quarters. 
Sleeping pods lined up on the walls and one seemed to be occupied. 

The same scene continued. They watched it for some time. 

"Well. That was quite boring-" 

"Sir. Permission to speak freely?" 

"Granted . " 

The techy pointed at one part of glowing video. "Look. You see that 
lamp?" The commander squinted at the highlighted part. 

"What about it?" 

"The video is still playing." The light source the technician was 
talking about was not as widely used anymore by the Turian fleet. It 
was literally just a piece of glass hanged from the ceiling by a cord 
and had a high risk of detaching itself and hitting someone. Now, in 
that video, the thing was somehow curled up and literally just 



floated in midair for the duration of that video. And the video was 
_long_. 

The Captain seemed not very surprised. "Well, it could just be a 
biotic practicing-" 

"The video is around 47.3295945 hours long with the exact same scene. 
I and the others compared the data _pixel by pixel_. " He seemed a bit 
concerned. Someone had put the security camera into a playback 
loop . 

' _A hack. That is quite worryingaC | he thought and he was right. To 
be able to bypass Turian systems without any of the crew noticinga€| 
What lies on the other side of that relay? 

His thoughts were completely eradicated by a sudden, loud and 
annoying alarm. After his mind re-oriented itself in his sea of 
thought processes, he suddenly recognized the alarm. 

"We are venting atmosphere!" Some annoying soldier cried out. 

"We have breaches on section A-12, B-39, C-l and J-194!" 

It seems like the commander will not be getting a break. "Something 
hit section W-l ! " 

"Communications are scrambled!" 

The Captain instantly went into commander mode. After all, he was 
Turian. He was trained in these things. "Lock those sections down! I 
want everybody in surrounding sections armored and ready for 
anything! No! I want EVERYBODY SUITED UP AND SEALS TIGHT!" He was 
suddenly interrupted by another techy on his right screeching about 
primary, secondary and tertiary life support systems becoming all 
offline. "What the * * Untranslatable* * * is happening? Are we getting 
boarded or attacked?" 

One of the backup officers responded from their work station. "No one 
is responding through the comms ! The radar's not detecting any ship 
in rangeaC | nor is any of the other sensors. The derelict ship is 
also sil- WAIT! It is suddenly missing four boarding pods!" 

'_That can't be ita€ | right? The crew had checked a few minutes ago 
while I was not hereaC | It couldn't have crossed this far and hit us, 
right? '_ He shivered. _'Maybe some aliens actually stayed here 
instead of going back to their territory and are attacking us! We 
have no clue if cloaking systems are impossible yet.'_ 

"Sectors A, B, C and J has all gone dark!" The Captain's eyes went 
wide . 

"*Turian swear*! Get everybody armed and alert! We have boarders! And 
put the ship in lockdown mode ! " 

"Roger!" The officer's voice was drowned out by the sounds of heavy 
metal doors slamming against the floor. 

"Engine status?" 


"No data available, sir! Reactor seems to be offline! Activate 



secondary systems?" 


"Permission granted!" 

Everybody was sweating now. Gunfire was heard everywhere in the ship 
and add in periods of sudden silence, you have extreme creepiness. 

The Bridge, now, was almost like a dead zone. There were no more 
lights, just darkness illuminated by holographic screens complete 
with silence that was penetrated by the quiet hum of the backup 
generator. Unluckily for them, they didn't have any suits of armor on 
standby in that area and going outside didn't seem to be a sensible 
idea. All they had were a few guns powered by really basic mass 
accelerators and two grenades. Oh, and a fire extinguisher. The ever 
helpful thing. The few marines in that area grabbed those 'weapons' 
and aimed them at the door leading to the rest of the ships. 

"Sir, areas D to X are all not responding. Shall we eject them?" 
Battlecruisers were made for war. They were armed to the teeth and 
made for maximum speed. That means that if one section is damaged, 
the rest has to keep running at max. With that in mind, the engineers 
built it with detachable sections along a 'spine'. The problem is 
that if they detach a part, that part would be exposed to the 
elements without any protection. That includes no air tight seals or 
life support. "Sir?" 

Finally noticing that officer was waiting for a response, the Captain 
responded slowly, almost hesitating. "Do it." He had just sent 
whoever that was still alive to their deaths. Whoever without an 
air-tight suit on, that is. Still, even if everyone is those parts 
where dead, they had just lost over 65% of their ship including most 
of their thrusters, life support and other important things. All 
ejected in space, lost into the eternal abyss. 

"Wait! Communication from B-32 ! " 

A sigh of relief. "Patch them through." 

"★STATIC* Re-infa€ ! *STATIC* a€|needa€| *STATIC* a€ | forcements ! 
*STATIC* a€ | ead ! *STATIC* a€ ! repeata€ } destroa€ ! the dead! *STATIC* 
a€ | not alive!" And then the line went dead. That was met with more 
silence. It seems like their hope was unfounded. 

"Send a distress signal. We have toa€ | " A hissing sound stopped him. 
With a whir and distress and flashing lights, all of the systems in 
the commanding room of the whole ship was disabled. Without any 
power, they couldn't launch the mayday signal. Now, the only way for 
them to get help was to launch the beaca€ i 

Clunk. Click. Click. 

Everybody stilled. Sounds of something crawling were echoing 
throughout the whole room. The armed marines held their guns harder. 
None of them even broke a sweat. After all, they were trained much 
better for boarding situations than the technicians, pilots and other 
non-combat personnel, who were so nervous that some of them lost 
control of their bowels. 

_IRRRRNNNNNNN_- CRASH. Everybody faced the way the sound came from. 
One of the vent windows was blown off its hinges and clattered on the 
ground, bent beyond repair. A dark form fell from the ventilation 



system and crumpled onto the ground, right in the middle of the whole 
room. The only light that came from a nearby star illuminated the 
form of a battered Turian. The guns were still aimed at him, though. 
The dark and mysterious silhouette of people didn't help at all to 
calm the nerves of everybody in the room. 

Someone found a flashlight and fondled with it before pointing it at 
the downed man. A beam of light, and everybody was jolted by a 
momentary feeling of terror. The form's left arm was gone, its stump 
cauterized and hanging limp. His right side didn't seem to fair much 
better, squashed under his weight and bent out of shape. His 
obviously hastily put on armor was filled with microscope holes, 
courtesy of some kind of micro projectile. Half of the helmet was 
gone, revealing that the head was in the same state, with the cut 
just above the eyes. Blue Turian blood and brain matter was covering 
him like shrapnel from an explosion, some dripping onto the ground 
and becoming a small pool of life blood. 

One of the braver soldiers walked forward to check the corpse for 
life signs. There were none. Just as he was going to stand up and 
report, he was suddenly captivated by the closed eyes. It seemed that 
they almost glowed. The marine convinced himself that it was just a 
trick of the light and turned around. Big mistake. 

Glowing blue eyes opened up and the corpse jumped at the retreating 
back of the living with a mighty roar. Tentacles covered with blood 
_red _plates shredded itself out from the stump and ripped through 
the top quality armor, bypassing any shielding. There were no screams 
from the man as his insides were vaporized and repurposed. The other 
men recovered from their shock and reacted with bullets. To their 
shock, the mass effect powered rounds did nothing other than hitting 
an invisible red barrier and clattering to the ground. Their last 
thoughts were of their family and how they will never be able to see 
them one last time. 

The United Turian Space Command lost contact with that ship 
permanently. Also, for some reason, all battlecruisers were suddenly 
scrapped a few weeks later. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The following transmission was intercepted a few days before the 
attack on the battlecruiser . <p> 

-Communications intercepted— 

—Unscrambling— 

-1 1 % 2 4 % 3 9 % 100 %_ 

—Applying protocols— 

_Complete_ 

_Playing_ 

"Why must we do this?" 

"For perfection." 



"But truly, are you sure that this is what _he_ wanted us to 
do ? " 

"He started it all. We must finish it. If not, then this dimension is 
at risk . " 

"The Sentients?" 

"Don't forget what they did to Section Orokin. The infestation didn't 
even hinder them. The 51st Tenno Squadron only scratched them. Now, 
what's left of our forces over there and the Technocyte virus are 
literally mortal enemies. We must stand united to survive." 

"Buta€ | buta€ | to _absorb_ others to our race, to _infest_ them with 
perfection against their willa€| you know how _they_ value 
imperfection . " 

"Free will is an illusion." 

"But, the Grav-" 

"Do not say his name." 

"Sorry. I know people could be listening ina€ | but I just want to say 
this. Truly, will there be any change if we win?" 

"Don't forget. There will be no more war when we succeed. After all, 
we may be many but we are one. Just like the Zerg. Blood red just 
like them, mostly on the inside and figuratively on the outside." 

A bit of dry laughter was heard at the end. 

_End_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : Why does this feel so much like Dead Space?** 

**And how the heck do I get a Beta?** 

**Plus, does anybody know what a 'vent window' is actually called? 
I'll change it after I find out, 'cause it sounds really 
stupid . * * 

**Some readers will probably also comment on the 'battlecruiser' 
apart. I know there is no battlecruisers in the Turian fleet, but 
this story actually takes place around 1000 years before Mass 
Effect . ** 


3 . Chapter 1 
Chapter 1 

* *A/N : REUPDATED WITH MORE DETAILS AND EMPHASIS ON THE DETAILS OF THE 
MECHS AND MORE HINTS ON THE IDENTITY OF THE MECHS.** 

* * To Commissar Critical: Here, added swears, but because I actually 

don't know any... do you know any? And... I'm trying to keep some 
names the same so that they don't add confusion...** 



* *To ' yo ' : Geez, so explanative. So... does it mean I just write 
really bad or...** 

* * * SPOILER* * * 

* * I T IS NOT THE FLOOD.** 

* *AND THERE IS A THIRD FACTIONS HERE, NOT JUST THE REAPERS AND 
TURIANS . ** 

* * *SPOILER END*** 

**Also, thanks a million to my Beta, xf oreverquotex ! * * 


><p>09:78 **, ******* 2183_<p> 

EDEN PRIME; UTOPIA SYSTEMS, EXODUS CLUSTER_ 

SSV NORMANDY__ 

Hard, metal steps clunked down the metal hallway of a Turian 
prototype ship, the SSV Normandy. Alarms and red lights accompanied 
them, warning this black and white uniformed woman of a huge problem. 
She paid the sharp architecture around her no attention and focused 
on her goal, the bridge. Her raptor-like humanoid body was stiff as a 
board as she walked, visibly weighted down by tension. The long but 
thin protrusions behind her elbows and knee were also shaken, shown 
by how it was a tiny bit bent. Contrarily, her conditioned military 
face was completely emotionless. 

The ship she is serving on, the SSV Normandy, was the most advanced 
ship in the known universe, capable of flying through space 
undetectably , a great feat of engineering enabled by a newly designed 
cloaking system. Armed with state of the art weaponry and one of the 
best Turian crews, this spaceship was designed for greatness. 

And it seems that it ' s always state of the art things that causes 
trouble . 

"What the **** is happening around here?" She barked out as the doors 
to the helm of the ship opened with a _pshhh_ of hydraulics, 
revealing the well-equipped cockpit. A small planet lay before them, 
outside the windows, surrounded by stars and the vastness of space. 
"Status? ! " 

The 'best pilot of the universe', Sarhvinir Ravarian, A.K.A Joker, 
was furiously working with his holographic controls with his talons. 
Aepherceo Epnos, the SIC, was also looking through holographic data 
beside his fellow Turian. These two were male, an important detail 
shown by the crest of horns on their heads, just above their face 
plates. Both of them turned around in their chairs. 

"Ma'am," They called out and snapped a Turian salute, "Eden Prime, 
our destination, has sent us a distress signal and a video file 
attached to it ! " 


"Well? What are you waiting for? Start playing the vid!" They looked 



uncomfortable, but commander Yesla Shepard, one of the best N7s the 
Turians had, didn't have time for that. 

-k -k ~k -k ^ YOU * * * * * * * * BE ]v[an AND * * * * SAY * * * * IT*” CirushGd. 
under the rage of their leader, the poor male Turians mentally quaked 
in fear. Their body, trained for so long, just wasn't able to show 
fear. Though, their face plates showed just as much their body would 
have . 

The pilot adjusted his uniform a bit. "Commander, the enemy isa€|" 
the glare piercing through him did not help, "...scrambling ita€ ! we 
kind of can't read the file." Yesla blinked. 

" * * *FASHIE J ' OR* * * IT!" She took a breath. "Do we know which factions 
are attacking us?" 

"Aha€ | " Annoyed by the hesitation, she opened her lip plates half way 
to scream something else but was quickly interrupted by the other 
Turian in the room. 

"It seems to be only one mercenary group. Permission to speak freely 
so that I can explain my theories?" A nod was his answer, though the 
pressure on him was not lifted. "They are quite organized judging by 
how their fleet is positioned." From the cockpit window, the Turian 
crew could see many ships circling the planet. "Plus, each of them 
has the same color scheme and the same symbol." The navigator/TIC 
brought up a picture on the holographic display in front of them. A 
flash of blue anda€ i 

Shepard couldn't help but look confused, clacking her mandibles, the 
red facepaint around it ' s edges forming an almost creepy image with 
the paint on over her eyes. The symbol shown by her navigator was 
made up of an unknown avian creature and letters under it in a solid 
and stiff language. Black wings span the crest, as if roaring it's 
glory to whoever who has seen it. It was completely unknown to her, 
which was weird because she knew all major mercenary groups and their 
insignia. After all, you would have to be very influential and 
powerful to attack a whole planet. Thinking all that, she came to the 
conclusion that this was a situation to resolve for her superior, so 
she called him. 

A man with purple colony marks walked into the room, his dark 
Hierarchy uniform shining with the glinting insignia of a Captain. 

He, Captain Anderson, is the highest ranked man on the ship and 
technically, right now, the second in command. Another Turian walked 
in behind him. This one was dressed a lot less formally and much more 
armored. He was a SPECTRE, the best of the best, or at least, the 
best of best that the Galactic Government's Council appoints. Because 
of that fact, he is technically the true Captain of this 
ship . 

Everybody stood to attention. With an "at ease", command was 
instantly given to the Captain. "You have done well. Commander. Now, 
report." His facial plates did not reveal any hint of his emotional 
state . 

"Sir! Eden Prime is being attacked!" Both of the high ranked officers 
seemed impassive. "Do we return and get a fleet. Sir!" 

This time, the SPECTRE responded. "Denied, commander. Pilot, send a 



message to High Command. We will be continuing our mission." No one 
looked surprised at the last sentence. They were on a 'shakedown 
run', but even an idiot would see that it was no exam. Who would send 
a ship fully equipped for war just to 'test' it out? Plus, they had a 
SPECTRE on board! The armoured Turian continued speaking. "As you 
probably already have guessed, we have a greater objective. A few 
weeks ago, scientists have discovered an undamaged prothean beacon. 

We have been sent to retrieve it." 

Captain Anderson added his own two cents. "Last time we discovered a 
beacon, a damaged one at that, our technology was improved 
tremendously. Who knows what unknown knowledge is kept in this one? 
So, it is quite possible that someone else would want it for 
himself." He took a Turian thinking pose, which meant his were hands 
down by his side and fingers straight. "But how did the information 
leak out? Do you know anything about it, Nihlus?" He looked towards 
the SPECTRE. 

"No time for that, we have to extract the beacon. Activate the 
stealth systems. Commander Shepard? Get you and your team ready. I 
will meet you at the airlock when we arrive, " Nihlus replied. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The planet's state was far from its former glory. Its atmosphere 
was somehow filled with poisonous gases and all life-supporting 
elements removed. Plants and rocks literally melted into the ground, 
creating even more toxins and continuing a deadly cycle. Only with 
fully sealed suits had commander Shepard, Lieutenant Faveir Glave and 
Private Jo'hnes arrived. Even then, their shields, a type of high 
tech projectile defensive system, still had a small handicap. The 
SPECTRE accompanying them had already left, saying that he could take 
care of himself. <p> 

The red and black armor of an N7 glinted in the sun, followed by two 
blue and black standard marine's armor, as the small squad ran across 
the dried desert landscape. Though, their endless travel was kind of 
pointless, as they no clue where their objective was. That means that 
they will have to gather information from the locals. If the 
civilians and scientists are still alive, that is. 

"What the ***grahir*** is that?" They stopped right in front of some 
sort of pot hole on the already very bumpy terrain. Inside the pot 
hole, was the burnt and mangled body of a machine, its most important 
internal parts around it as if ripped out. Hydraulic fluids leaked 
out into a growing puddle under it like blood from an organic. 

"It looks like a Geth." the sole commander responded, albeit a bit 
reluctantly. The scene almost seemed familiaraC! . Was it from her 
dreamsaC" 

"Geth? But they haven't appeared outside the veil for a few hundred 
years! Why would theyaC | " Her companion, the one with the blue and 
black armor and named Glave, stopped talking upon viewing his 
superior's gesture. She motioned towards something inside the dead 
geth ' s chest cavity. "a€|is that a tumor?" 

"Well it a€"" Her sentence was not finished. Before she could react, 
the 'deactivated' machine suddenly grabbed the only rookie's leg and 
dragged him down. Out of the organic infection that the geth had 



acquired jumped out a spear made out of what seem like a spine. It 
bypassed Jo'hnes shields and dug itself into his flesh. Without even 
giving the poor Turian a chance to scream, he was ripped into two. 

The senior officers quickly got out of their shock, ignored the 
raining green blood (blood that was from Jo'hnes) and filled the 
mutant with mass effect rounds. It seem to do nothing but hitting 
some kind of red shielding. Both of them scrambled backwards as the 
geth turned its attention to them. "***FASHIE J'OR***!" 

The as-if-a-f lashlight head of the metal-organic flashed brightly 
without a warning. Like a flashbang, the last surviving Turian 
soldiers were instantly blinded. Their aim turned unfocused and their 
combat prowess was greatly reduced. 

Shepard knew this was the time to get ready for CQC . Her dual combat 
sabers snapped into her hands and she rested into her sword stances, 
mind focused, triple eye lids closed. She was probably one of the 
only Turians who still followed these almost ancient traditions. 
Though, the advantage of this is that she can fight the unseen. Her 
mind cleared, prepared for anything. 

The attack pattern of her enemy repeated so predictably that she 
blocked it without a sweat. Another from the left, this one probably 
some kind of blunt impact weapon, was deflected into the ground. 
Hearing certain sounds that could only mean one thing, her left blade 
bypassed seven a€" no eight metallic tentacles a€" and cut right into 
something fleshy, probably her foe's synthetic skin. Having finally 
noticed that she accidentally left an opening that she couldn't 
defend too easily, she backpedalled and switched poses. This one had 
her right arm quite a bit higher and her left arm behind, legs 
crossed . 

Without letting her enemy react, she went into what she called the 
'whirlwind barrage'. It was something that she herself invented and 
was very hard to master. To learn it, the learner will have to manage 
his or her balance perfectly while spinning and doing acrobats at a 
very high speed. Plus, he or she will have to know her surroundings 
to a level only masters could at only one glance. After that is 
mastered, he or she will then have to calculate her strikes precisely 
enough that they would be extremely versatile and easily made into a 
combo . 

All was done in two seconds. She opened her eyes. Sprayed over her 
was red blood and electronic guts, the remains of what was once her 
enemy. The first strike had bisected seven appendages grouped on the 
now dead metal-organic's chest, where the tumor and spine-blade once 
was. The second strike completely ripped apart the head, now only 
leaving a still-sparking neck joint. The rest of the hits just made 
minor cuts that grew into a huge structural failure for the machine 
and now, all that was left of it was piles of scrap and gallons and 
gallons of red. . . blood? 

Now that the battle has ended, she suddenly found herself breathing 
really hard, fear finally taking control of her. Thata€ | _thing_ was 
like those creatures from her nightmares. The ones that crushed the 
* * *DATA CORRUPTED* * *a€ | The ones thata€ | 


"a€ | commander are you alright?" She had missed the first part of her 
lieutenant's phrase. 



"a€|yes." The N7 took another deep breath as the memories of the 
dreams receded. Glave was sitting on a rock beside her, assault rifle 
still at a ready position. Yesla, been completely exhausted from her 
fight, sheathed her swords on her back and just crashed to the 
ground. " . . . Jo ' hnesa€ | is hea€ i " She did not receive an answer. 

This strong woman was the Sole Survivor. Faced against a nest of the 
colossal beast named thresher maw, all of her squad fell. Except her. 
Like all traumatic events, it left a heavy impression on her. Then, 
adding on top her nightmares that had plagued her 
fora€ | 

"a€ | Shepard? " Her eyes, hidden by the battered visor of her helmet, 
blinked coldly at the heavens. "Shepard!" The last shout seem to do 
the trick. Her daze gone, she turned her head to look at her squad 
mate . 

"You will not mention this." She then got up and walked away without 
a word, towards the horizon where you could start to see some kind of 
colony. Glave, after a moment of pause and confusion, followed after 
her. "He will receive a proper burial when we finish the 
mission . " 

This time, they were both much more alert. Shotgun and assault rifle 
at the ready, they scanned their whole surroundings. Thankfully, 
there was no further accidents. It was only when they vaulted over 
the remains of what seemed like a Turian assault vehicle before the 
peace was broken. 

Both of them rushed towards the sound of gunfire. Dropping down onto 
flatter ground, they saw a woman behind cover, time to time shooting 
back at some sort of robot. From what Shepard could see, it was 
heavily armored with gray highlights. No mechanical parts where shown 
through any of the cracks between plates. The general shape made it 
sort of look like an asari, except more male and a more mechanically 
muscled build. Just like the geth, this robot seemed to be also 
mimicking some sort of species. But, there was no species that looked 
like that, right? And there! On the mech's shoulder! The unknown 
symbol with the bird again! 

"Ma'am!" The lone soldier addressed Shepard as she and her companion 
slid to her side, hiding behind the same piece of metallic ruins that 
served as cover. "I thought I was the only survivor!" An uneasy smile 
creeped onto the commander's face. 

"I have actually just arrived. Where is your squad?" The Turian 
female seem a bit angered now. 

"Those stupid pieces of ***grahir*** killed them!" She spat out. "And 
it was only one drone! How did these meres get mechanical mechs 
anyway?" Then she shifted her stance in an almost embarrassed manner. 
"a€| ma'am! I'm Gunnery Chief Eadus Rashie, ma'am!" 

"Commander Yesla Shepard." Shepard threw an overload over her head. 
"Now, let's kill the foe before we gossip. Glave, get me ranged 
support from that angle." She motioned towards where they dropped 
down from. "Rashie, cover me." Then she ran straight ahead right into 
the enemy fray as her soldiers followed her orders. 


"Wait! With all due respecta€ ! " 


She ignored the call. 



Her armor was not just any random equipment. It was top of the line 
and specially designed for her, something she spent most of her life 
savings on. This armor had a kind of shielding technology that most 
people never use, but best fits her style. It would only stop assault 
rifle and shotgun rounds but, anything traveling faster (like sniper 
bullets) or too slow (shrapnel or blades) would just bypass it. 

Normal shielding would protect against all types of projectiles, but 
not as powerful . 

But she didn't take one things into account . What would happen if the 
enemy uses energy weapons? 

The Turian sized metallic mech suddenly got up from his own cover and 
raised some kind of glowing weapon. Parts of it glowed orange, while 
others just floated in midair. The part of it that seemed like a 
scope was raised to his shiny red visor. Shepard was not able to get 
to him before a yellow beam of energy hit her. 

Thankfully, Shepard dodged to the side and only got skimmed by it. 
Even if she didn't directly get hit, her shields collapsed on 
themselves and the metal protecting her, near where the blast 
touched, burst apart into shrapnel digging themselves deep into her 
hide. Pain rippled through her nerves, but she quickly recovered and 
sent one of her metal-alloy sabers into the mech's face. The steel 
point of the medium sized sword just pinged off some kind of red 
force field and instantly turned into slag. Probably computing that 
the fight was turning into CQC, one of the weird mechanical being's 
asari like hands retracted into its arm and was replaced by some kind 
of energy blade. 

Shepard and her enemy, armed with a left over sabers and a long 
sword, respectfully, got into their combat stances. For a few 
moments, they just stared at each another (her allies couldn't fire, 
afraid that they will hit Yesla) , blue eyes glaring back at red 
optics. Then the mech threw in the first move. 

The red glowing blade was swung out at a 45 degree angle; extended 
but not too much, just close enough to wound the soldier. His 
opponent tried to deflected it with a timed parry but found out, 
quite painfully, that energy blades have much more 'cutting power' 
than metal ones. Pain flashed through her nervous system as her flesh 
was super-heated to a point where it gave the effect of a slash 
wound. It made her let go of what was left of her sword (which was 
cut in half) before recoiling backwards. 

But, that swing had too much power in it. It just went a bit too far 
left and gave a small opening for Yeslam, one that she took advantage 
of. She grabbed her combat knife from her left thigh and charged 
under his guard, effectively by-passing his defensive shielding and 
systems, even if she had no clue how his force fields worked. The 
commander thrust her knife right at the place where the Turian heart 
should be. 

Boom. 

The mech had blown up on her. Shrapnel and metal pieces flew 
everywhere, raining against the body of the Turian marine, who was 
also thrown back by the blast. Luckily, her special shields had 
recharged before the explosion and protected her from most of the 



blast. Still, she rolled and tumbled quite a distance away, only to 
stop as she hit a huge rock, back first. Her squad members came 
running. Both of them were quite worried, especially now after seeing 
a piece of something sticking out of her neck. 

Shepard ripped out the shrapnel, before shakily resealing her suit 
from the deadly atmosphere. One of her team members started talking. 
"With all due respect, commander, " Glave started, ", running into 
enemy fire is not the best ide a€" ” His eyes were met with a fierce 
glare, one that also stopped Rashie from saying anything else 
too . 

"Shut your mouth before I nail it shut." He was silent afterwards. At 
least he now knew she was alright. 

Just like always, Shepard painfully picked herself off the ground 
once more, even if she had numerous wounds and one broken bone to 
weighing her down. To heal her wounds, she activated her omni-tool (a 
holographic device strapped to her left arm) and flicked on the 
medi-gel channels in her armor. The soothing feeling of the liquid 
temporarily repairing the damage calmed her. Within a few moments, 
they were back on track, an extra squad member at the commander's 
side, replacing the dead one. 

Yesla ignored a lingering pain on her neck. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The small science camp was gone. Ruins of buildings and debris 
littered the ground. Dead Turians lay forgotten, a lot of them ripped 
apart or de-limbed. Some got a fate even worse than death, parts and 
little pieces of them sprayed across walls and dirt. It was now a 
deathly green land, green in terms of Turian blood. <p> 

That was the sight that Shepard and her crew came upon. Rashie was 
actually going to barf, but then suddenly remembered that she had a 
helmet on. Everyone else had different reactions than her, but they 
were all quite disturbed. 

"This type of brutality could only come from the Blood Pack!" the 
female soldier spat out with anger. "***Hyreh*** Krogans ! We will pay 
them back ten folds ! " 

"Gunnery Chief!" That shut her up. "Compose yourself! This is not the 
time for this! We must look for survivors. Remember your mission. 

Keep going like this and you'll get demoted!" Like the authoritative 
figure she is. Commander Yesla Shepard then led them into the camp 
without another second of delay. 

Stepping over Turian remains, deactivated geth and half-melted rocks, 
they search everywhere for survivors but seem to find none. Well, 
none until they find these spikes with bodies stuck onto them. 

"It seems like the enemy has committed a true crime of war. No one 
should deserve this kind of death." Commented Glave, his eyes hard. 
His hands tightened around his gun. 

That was when they also came across a mostly intact building, with 
the door locked. Yesla, having seen many of these but finding only 
bodies behind them, just kicked down the door without another 



thought. And was met with a shaky pistol to the face. Her companions 
raised their rifles in response. 


"Oh! I'm sorry!" and the gun was lowered, revealing two Turians. 

Their robes signified their status as scientists. "We thought you 
were one of those infected Turians!" apologized the female one. 
Shepard signified her team to calm down. 

"Infected Turians? What the ***fashie jor*** are you talking 
about ? " 

"You probably noticed some organic or non-organic remains with 
tumors, right? Those are the 'infections' I was talking 
about ! " 

Rahie gasped. "Those thrice ***grahir*** Krogans ! Now using 
biological weap a€" " She was interrupted by the female 
scientist . 

"Krogans? What krogans? There was no krogans." Rashie blinked again. 
It was kind of logical, as there was absolutely none of those bodies 
here. Only Turian and geth. "Let me tell you what I saw. It might 
explain a bit." The civilian took a breath. 

As she finished, Shepard's squad seemed a bit taken away. 

"So, what you're saying, is that first, the geth came to try to steal 
the 'beacon' that we're here to recover. Then, before you guys could 
retaliate, a third faction made of Turians that you thought were 
re-enforcements came in and just eliminated the geth, before 
attacking you and your escort?" Both non-combatants 
nodded . 

Suddenly, the male scientist spoke up. "I saw a bit more than her, as 
I was outside. Those infected that she was talking about were 
actually once the militants escorting us." The gaze of the commander 
forced him to continue. "They acted normal for some time, defending 
us against the enemy, but thena€ | wella€| deformed." He shuddered. 
"There is no other way to say it. Organic compounds of some kind 
rapidly grew on and, if I'll hazard a guess, inside them and turned 
them against us and the local militia. They sort of turned into some 
sort of undead, unleashing their wrath upon anyone they touched or 
converting them into monsters. I don't know how it affected the geth, 
but it just did. We were lucky to not have been discovered." 

"Ok, zombie things, got it. Now, do you know where is the beacon?" 

The commander seemed impatient. That conversation seem to increase 
the pain in her neck. 

"It was moved to the space ports over there after the geth had a€" " 
She didn't even listen to rest before rushing away towards their new 
objective with her squad, leaving a cloud of dust in their wake. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>BANG . <p> 

Shepard's team tensed up as they approached the ruins that was once a 
building. It was a spaceport, and exactly the one they were looking 
for. After more walking, it was very soon that they discovered what 



has caused the shot . 


SPECTRE Nihlus was dead. His body lay in front of the space port, 
surrounded by some boxes. He was face down in a pool of dark blue 
liquid, most of it coming from his head. It was obvious that he was 
shot. Shepard knelt down and flipped her fellow Turian over to check 
his pulse by pressing her two talons under his helmet and squeezing a 
certain spot. Normally, if the Turian was still alive, that space 
would have instantly filled with blood and also solidified by tissue 
around it . 

"He's dead." Yesla confirmed and stood back up. Her talons extended 
on her hands and feet. "The one who has done this will pay." That 
simple and corny phrase was said in such a way that it sent burning 
warning sparks in her teammates' neural systems. Her eyes blazed. 
"Hell will be a grace, a gift for them, after what I am done with 
them." The shotgun that was in the angry woman's hands broke. It's 
pieces fell on the ground, clinking. She took a breath next, removed 
another shotgun from her back and un-collapsed it. Then aimed it at 
one of the boxes in a swift motion. "Come out or you'll die." Her 
command was simple and straightforward. The female commander's 
subordinates blinked in confusion, before following her action. 

Just as Yesla thought, a drell slowly came out from behind what was 
once his hiding place. His hands were up in the air, signaling his 
surrender . 

"Don't need to shoot! I'm just a dock worker!" He called out 
desperately, seeing the three Mass Accelerator guns pointed towards 
him. His uniform confirmed that fact, but Shepard, being the cautious 
woman she is (only at certain really rare things though) , she had to 
make sure . 

And, of course, the way to do that isa€| interrogation! Her eyes 
stared into his very soul, breaking through his mental barriers and 
sending deathly signals into his brain. "How. Did. You. Survive." Her 
tone was quite flat and dead. 

The dock worker flinched backwards and shook with fright, though it 
was mostly his arms and mandibles. After all, aliens are quite 
different from humans. "Ia€| uha€ | " Commander Shepard cocked her 
shotgun authorit ively . "Ah! Uh ! Ia€| wasa€ | uma€ yeah, going for a 
seven hour- uh, two secondaC ! break?" His lie was so bad that people 
in other universes cringed in pain. In response, Yesla took out a 
cloth, got some wax on it from this little bottle clipped on her 
thigh, and started shining her weapon, as slow as stroking a lover's 
hair (though Shepard would probably pull on it) . As expected from her 
action, the not-named drell gulped and finally spilled the beans. 

At the end of the drell ' sa€ i _descript ive__ episode (because of their 
perfect memory and the way they do their f lashbacksaC | ) , Shepard and 
her squad continued on, now knowing about a person witnessing a 
SPECTRE named Saren talking and shooting his fellow SPECTRE. Of 
course, they couldn't prove that he was the one that killed Nihlus, 
but at least they got a lead. So, then, they continued into the 
building. Of course, the commander also completely ignored the way 
Rashie expressed her opinion about how weird was it that two Turians 
would have such a bad relationship even if they are known for been 
best friends. 



><p>Inside the spaceport, everything seemed damaged beyond repair. 
Support beams lay broken, bodies of workers sprawled on the ground 
unmoving and signs of a firefight painted the walls. Yesla ignored 
all that and continued in, her squad following her. Rashie shut up 
and no one said a word.<p> 

Clunk . 

Everyone tensed at the sudden sound. 

n * * * fas HI JOR***! Behind us!" Everyone twisted to face the 
threat . 

It was another mech, but this time huge. A monster made up of 
millions of tech and metal pieces, a tyrannic giant literally oozing 
evil of over 12 feet. Millions of guns and rifles made up at least 
70% of his surface area, contributing to its figure. Just like the 
previous robot or automaton they that they have encountered, this one 
also looked like a male version of an asari (of course, twice as big) 
with what seemed like holographic fur on it's head and of course, the 
insignia of the unknown faction across his chest. "Cover!" Shepard 
was able to yell out before lasers beams started to fill the room 
with light and heat. Her squad hid behind a huge metal crate while 
she slid under some kind of maintenance vehicle. Then, they find out 
that those lasers are actually solid. 

The box was ripped apart. Completely defying the laws of physics, the 
beam tore holes into the metal and twisted the outer wall into a 
swirl of slag. Glave and Rashie rolled to opposite sides, before the 
spot that they were a few seconds ago blew into an inferno of melted 
titanium and aluminum. 

The Turian marines got out of cover and started blasting away at the 
robot, but the red shielding that they hated so much flashed into 
existence and deflected all of the Mass Effect rounds. Another round 
of laser sent the soldiers back into hiding. 

"We can't keep doing this much longer!" Cried out Rashie through the 
intercom. Her commander snarled in response but couldn't really do 
much. They all started looking around for anything that could help. 
Many boxes of random thingsaC | some sort of vehicle outside the room 
but still visible through an open doorwayaC | a few lightsa€| roof 
cranesaC and some fuel tanks! Remembering that the mech's laser does 
not instantly penetrate everything, a plan started formulating in 
Yesla's head. 

Hand signals flashed through her hands, signaling Rashie to get to 
one of the controls for the crane overhead, but still hidden from 
view from the mech by a pile of crates. Rashie did what she was told 
and, going from cover to cover, got to her objective. Through more 
hand signals, the Commander communicated to Glave what he was suppose 
to do. After everything was in place, the Turian soldier in command 
commenced her plan. 

"Now!" A machine called the Mass Amplified Compressor, used to 
compress junk in smaller packages, suddenly charged into the room, 
rumbling and throwing boxes that were in it's way to the side. The 
lone male Turian of the assault team was piloting recklessly the huge 



truck-like vehicle, heading straight towards the mech. Even though 
their enemy's size was great, it was still not as big as the MAC. 
Defending itself, the giant blasted multi-colored lasers in return 
fire, and the sleek outer layer of the monster machine melted away, 
though not penetrating all the metal junk that is still inside it. 
Seeing that Glave has successfully distracted the mech, Shepard then 
jumped out of her cover, running towards her enemy, gun blazing in 
one hand and an eezo drill in the other. 

The eezo drill, otherwise known as the zero penetrator, was renowned 
for it's cutting power. Used to open crates and digging through the 
thick outer armor of space ships to initiate repairs, the spinning 
tunneling piece of metal turns at almost a speed of seventeen 
thousand revolutions per second, heating it's edges to a degree of 
over four thousand Celsius because of its rubs against the air 
molecules . 

So, its a huge surprise when the drill penetrates the red barrier 
(because slower objects don't seem to activate ita€ ! ) but somehow 
just scratches the armor plating. Then, the tool slips right out of 
her hand, caused by all the vibrations from the tool trying to drill, 
landing into another random box and pierces through it's plating 
faster than knife through butter, then burning it's contents, adding 
another cargo box to the 'destroyed' list. 

Afterwards, suddenly, the mech floated upwards at quite a high speed 
before crashing intoa€ | the magnetic part of the roof-attached crane 
(even though the crane actually just used Mass Effect fields to 
decrease the weight of an object so that it is lighter than aira€|) . 
It was the one Rashie was piloting. She was probably smiling cheekily 
now. To finish the job, the MAC came straight over and _ate_ the mech 
using it's huge mechanical 'mouth' in the front before it could get 
out of it's prison. Sounds of gears turning and metal getting crushed 
screeched into everyone's ears. It seems as if that would be the end 
of it . 

It wasn't. 

To the two female Turian's horror (though Rashie ' s was more expressed 
on her face and mandibles) , the huge machine was suddenly, for lack 
of better words, exploded into a thousand pieces. Huge chunks of gray 
machinery and sparking high tech inner works dented everything around 
it, including the almost invincible walls. The Lieutenant, who didn't 
get out of the MAC in time, hit a box and slid down, pieces of metal 
through his armor and into his flesh. Dark blue blood splattered 
everywhere, and you could literally see the breaches in his armor 
taking in the deadly atmospheric poison, something that even his 
hardened carapace didn't shield. Luckily, all the huge debri from his 
ride missed him, while the smaller pieces pelted him lightly. 

Yesla tried to rush over and turned her back to the mech. Big 
mistake. The mech's two arms surprised her, grabbed her and lifted 
her up. Then, with a powerful shaking motion, she was disarmed. 
"*** FASHIE JOR***! YOU UNRULY UNOBEDIENT SOLDIER! I'LL HAVE YOUR 
* * *untranslatable* * * ! " Her struggles were silenced when her neck was 
poked at exactly where she was wounded before with something 
sharp . 


"Operation: Janus' Decision; Step 1: Implementation; Commencing." And 
pain blasted into her very nervous system as whatever the machine was 



doing to her started. It didn't feel like any part of her was 
disassembling or breaking. It was just, pure pain, so much that she 
couldn't pinpoint where it came from. Agony at a level she has never 
felt before, and all her muscles all over her body over stressed. A 
few of them even shredded themselves. Unluckily for her, that also 
included her voice box, which resulted in a silent scream. 

It felt like a century, but was actually just a milli-second . 
Afterwards, the almost alien mech dropped her limp body onto the 
floor, leaving her body to bounce and twist like a ragdoll. Seeing 
his work was done, it suddenly disappeared in a flash of red light. 
Weirdly, Shepard's armor had no visible cracks or scratches from 
whatever the robot has done to it . 

The remaining marine blinked in horror. And so, poor Gunnery Officer 
Rashie was left with a huge mess to fix, including a barely alive 
commander, a poisoned and dying Lieutenant Glave and an 
half-completed mission. 

"Shit . " 

(INSERT BREAKPOINT HERE) 

**A/N: Bwahahaha, not-so cliff hanger!** 

**And, for the readers that don't understand why someone would scream 
out 'you unruly unobedient soldier' as an insult, don't forget the 
Turians are verya€ | uha€ | uptight. Bad order? Follow it or 
die . ** 

**Oh, and if any of you think that 'Shit' doesn't sound very 
Turian-y, don't forget that poo or crap still counts as a swear in 
most languages. Now, why don't I replace some of the talk with 
'Fuck'? Well, I'm kind of sure sex as a swear was made because of our 
culture and history, soa€| ** 

**Updated on 10/06/2014** 


4. AN and Future Plot 
**A/N: ** 

**Update: I might have over reacted here...** 

**This A/N is (mostly) dedicated TO ALL THE BASTARDS out there (which 
is mostly everybody online, because online accounts make people a lot 
meaner and 'assholic') . This chapter just talks about a lot of this 
story's backstory and future plot.** 

* *To all my new reviewers (mostly those 'Guest' ones) : Thanks for 
been so informative. I'm learning so much from your annoying air 
talk. Reviews that just say 'you suck' are one of the most hated 
things I receive. If you don't want to say anything helpful and just 
love to grind yourself against a future in hell, just don't say 
anything. Don't waste your time by signing out of your account and 
then doing an anonymous review (not talking to you, ' yo ' or 
' JustSomeGuy ' ) . Or, of course, just being an ass all around. Please, 
instead, say what you don't understand, what's wrong and etc. ** 



* * A good example of an extremely good review would be the one from 
Primordial Soul, but no one has a lot of time, so something like what 
Commissar Critical said is awesome too! Maybe even _one _helpful 
phrase is _wanted_ and _needed_.** 

**And hey look, rules from the site:** 

4. Everyone here is an aspiring writer. Respect your fellow members 
and lend a helping a hand when they need it. Like many things, the 
path to becoming a better writer is often a two way street. 

**Nobody ever follows it...** 

**Now, back to the main topic after my ranta€| ** 

**This shows the whole planned plot.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>First notes : <strong> 

* * THI S IS ONLY HALO AND MASS EFFECT, NO OTHER UNIVERSES, AND JUST 
REFERENCES TO WARFRAME.** 

* *THAT MECH IS HUMAN. 10 0% HUMAN. ** 

* *THAT TUMOR IS ALSO HUMAN. 10 0% HUMAN.** 

* *SOME NAMES ARE TAKEN FROM WARFRAME TO CREATE 'ALLUSION' OR WHATEVER 
JUNK . * * 

* *THEME OF THIS STORY: GREED, SELFISHNESS AND ETC.** 


><p>History before this story:<p> 

Human-Covenant War: ~50 010 000 since the present. 
War of Collapse: ~50 000 000 since the present. 
Prologue: ~30-50 years before Chapter 1 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>War of collapse: A deadly war between two factions of humans, the 
mutated and supreme forces of the Infested (100% human, thank you 
very much) and the individualists called the Sentients, led by a man 
of no importance. The infested won, but the Sentients then activated 
the HALOs, bringing the Infested to a permanent 
hibernation . <p> 

Infested: "Only when the many are one, and the one is many, is true 
peace achieved. Individuality is a threat to the stability of all 
society . " 

Sentients: "Individuality is the true meaning of existence. Without 
our own thoughts, do we truly count as sentient beings of our own? 

The Infested dominance can only achieve false utopia." 



Thena€ ! Here's the plot 

-activation of Relay 314 reactivated the Infested 

-the humans curved and twisted themselves into the Turian hierarchy 
by infecting people and making them act as if nothing happened. The 
Turians are completely obvious to the fact that many of their leaders 
aren't themselves anymore. 

-for a few decades, the humans have been preparing for a long time 
for the reactivation of their whole race and for a goal only known to 
them 

-invasion of Eden Prime toa€ | 'make a mark' and to send a signal to 
the Reapers . 

-Shepard still finds the beacon, even after receiving that thing that 
the Mech gives her 

-that thing that the mech gave her is a special liquid. It increases 
all her abilities, while doing something that is revealed later 
on . 

-Citadel Council is confused. Saren goes missing. 

-blablabla, on citadel, fights stuff, finds Wrex and Tali, 
etc . 

-then, Shepard goes around the galaxy, finding out about the Reaper 
threat while also finding another threat closer to home (Infested) . 
The later is slowly reveiled with side missions and dreams. 

-finds out the forces of infested she had fought was actually the 
weaker ones because most of the Infested efforts are brought against 
the Reapers. The infested might be powerful, but the Reaper forces 
had 50 million years to evolve and upgrade. Plus, the infested didn't 
have enough time to recover from the War of Collapse. 

-the infested gives her a choice 

-join them, and save the whole galaxy at the cost of their 
individuality, or to have the whole galaxy die at the hands of the 
Reapers ? 

-her choice 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Of course, there will be more crap at the part where 
Shepard flies around the galaxy as spectreaC | <strong> 

**Soa€| is the plot stupid or is it just my writing?** 

**Anda€| how should it be improved?** 

**Now, the talk about 'them', the hated enemy of the Infested, is 
actually not anything othera€|.** 


**Then themselves. They believe that their own wants at a level it is 
right now is a threat. They believe people should strive for the 



'wants' of the collective for the most part of their lives. And when 
they talk about the "them" who values imperfection, they talk about 
great leaders and other people before them. ** 

**Nowa€| more upon the 'infested'.** 

**Infested: ** 

**-they are NOT literally one thing, and NOT controlled by the 
Gravemind . * * 

**-each have their own thoughts, but they can hear and effect other's 
by telepathy** 

**-their leader is the Gravemind, but the Gravemind does not control 
them. ** 

**-they have assimilated a crap lot of DNA, including the Covenant's 
* * 

**-Infested were created when a man had a vision and experimented 
with the Flood.** 

**-they can infect almost anything, except for the Reapers, who 
developed a counter measure.** 

**Last words . . . ** 

**And Im sorry that I update so slowly... but i kind of... forget. 

* * 

**Well, at least Guest #a few million likes that fact.** 


End 
f ile . 



